A         MEETING        WITH         DESTINY

momentarily to lose his head. Unconsciously he
endeavoured to escape from the dreadful thing beside
him. He violently jabbed his foot on the accelerator
and the tractor took a great lurch forward, hurling
the men behind into a heap.

The gun-layer, a bombardier, was the first to recover
his wits.

" Pull up," he ordered.

The tractor came to a halt by the side of a field,
with green shoots of corn just popping through the
brown earth. They lifted out the body of Sergeant
Barber and laid it on the grass verge by the roadside.
Dainville, a smoking, flaming ruin, was still being
bombed behind them, and shells from the German
artillery were bursting in the fields around. The
battery tractors in their rear roared past them without
any slackening of speed.

In the glare of the sunshine, with the gunners
grouped round him, the bombardier knelt down and
unfastened the sergeant's blouse, to feel his heart.
It was motionless. The sergeant was dead right
enough, and the gunlayer proceeded with the routine
for such occasions. From the sergeant's pocket he
removed his A.B.64, the soldier's pocket-book, which
contains entries of pay, next-of-kin, and will. That
must be handed in to Battery Headquarters. He
took out his map and marked with a small pencil dot
the position, as near as he could identify it, where
the sergeant's body would be left. Battery H.Q.
would also want to know this. He satisfied himself
as to the nature of the fatal wound : " Bomb or shell
splinter in the face."

Thus far the proceedings had been carried on in a
gloomy silence. Suddenly one of the gunners com-
menced whimpering, his nerve giving way under the
strain.